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some strange adventure, which I would fain believe, in so
fair a region, must quickly occur. The terrace was a vast
desert, over which I travelled for many days; and the
nfazy walks, so mysterious and unworldly, were an un-
explored forest fit for a true knight. And in the hermitage
I sought the simple hospitality of a mild and aged host,
who pointed to the far bridge as surely leading to a great
fulfilment; and my companion was a faithful esquire, whose
fidelity was never wanting, and we conversed much, but
most respecting a mighty ogre who was to fall beneath my
puissant arm. Thus glided many a day in unconscious and
creative reverie; but sometimes, when I had explored over
and over again each nook and corner, and the illimitable
feeling had worn off, the power of imagination grew weak ;
I found myself alone amid the sweets and sunshine, and
fell sad.

But I would not quit this delicious world without an
effort, and I invented a new mode of mingling in its life,
I reclined beneath a shady tree, and I covered my eyes
with my little hand, and I tried to shut out the garish light
that seemed to destroy the visions which were ever flitting
before me. They came in their beauty, obedient to my
call; and I wandered in strange countries, and achieved
many noble acts, and said many noble words ; and the
beings with whom I acted were palpable as myself, with
beautiful faces and graceful forms. And there was a brave
young knight, who was my friend, and his life I ever saved;
and a lovely princess, who spoke not, but smiled ever and
ever upon me. And we were lost in vast forests, and
shared hard food ; and as the evening drew on we came to
the gates of a castle.

' Contarini ! Contarini!' a voice sounded from the house,
and all the sweet visions rushed away like singing-birds
scared out of a tree. I was no longer a brave knight; 1
was a child. I rose miserable and exhausted, and, in spite